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XVIL—Continued.

It fell, as T judged from the sound
and the circles on the water, within a
vard of the pipe. And Rupert, taking
out his revolver, began to shoot at it.
The first two shots missed the bottle,
but hit the pipe. The third shattered
the bottle. 1 hoped that the young ruf-
fian would be content; but he emptied
the other barrels at the pipe, and »ne,
skimming over the pipe, whistled
through my hair as I crouched on the
other side,

“Ware bridge!” a wvolce cried, to my
relier,

Rupert and De Gautet cried, “A mo-
ment!” and ran across., The bridge was
drawn back, and all became still. The
clock struck a quarter past 1. 1 rose
and stretched myself and yvawned.

1 think some 10 minutes had passed
when I heard a elight nolse¢ to my right.
J peered over the pipe, and saw a dark
figure standing in the gateway that led
to the bridge. It was & man, By the
careless, graceful poise 1 guessed it 1o
be Rupert again. He held a sword in
his hand, and he stood motlonless for
6 minute or two. Wild thoughts ran
through me. ©On what mischief was the

+

stood on the topmost step, clinging to
the threshold of the gute with my right
hand and holding my sword in my lerlt.
Suddenly 1 perceived that the gateway
was broader than the bridge; there
was a dark corner on the opposite side
where a man could stand. I darted
across and stood there. Thus placed, 1
commanded the path, and no man
could pass between the chatean and
the old castle till he had tried con-
clugions with me.

There was another shriek. Then a
door was flung open and  clanged
against the wall, and 1 heard the han-
dle of a door savagely twisted.

“Open the door! In God's name,
what's the matter?” cried a voice—the
volce of Black Michael himself,

He was answered by the very words
I had written in my letter:

“Help, Michanel—Hentzau!™

A fierce oath rang out from the Duke,
and with a loud thud he threw him-
self against the door. At the same
moment 1 heard a window above my
head open, and a volce eried: “What's
the matter?’ and 1 heard a man's
hasty footsteps. 1 grasped my sword.
If De Gautet came my way the Six

young fiend bent now? Then he laugh-

would be less by one more.

been for one devoted man who gave
his life for the King. For when I
forced the door the sight I saw was
this: The King stood in the corner of
the room; broken by his sickness, he
could do nothing; his fettered hands
moved usclessly up and down, and
he was laughing horribly in half-mad
delirium. Detchard and the doctor
were together In the middle of the
room; and the doetor had flung him-
self on the murderer, plnning his hands
to his sides for an instant. Then
Detchard wrenched himself free from
the Yeeble grip, and as I entered drove
his sword through the hapless man,

Then he turned on me, crying:

At last!”

We were sword to sword. By blessed
chance nelther he nor Bersonin had
been wearing their revolvers. 1 found
them afterward, ready loaded, on the
mantelplece of the outer room; it was
hard by the door, ready to their hands,
but my sudden rush in had cut off
access to them. Yes, we were man to
man; and we began to fight, silently,
sternly and hard. Yet I remember lit-
tle of it, save that the man was my
match with the sword—nay, and more,
for he knew more iricks than T; and
that he forced me back against the
bars that guarded the entrance to
“Jacob's ladder.” And T saw a smilr
on his face, and he wounded me in
the left arm,

No glory do 1 take for that contest.
I believe that the man would have
mastered me and slain me, and then
done his butcher’s work, for he was
the most skillful swordsman 1 have
ever met; but even as he pressed me
hard the half-mad, wasted, wan crea-

tic mirth, shicking:
“It’s C"ousin Rudolf!
I'll help youn, Cousin Rudolf!” and
catching up a chair in his hands (he
could but just lift it from the ground

Cousin Rudolf!

nand hold it uselessly before him), he
came toward us. Hope came to me.
“Come on!" 1 eried. “Come on!
Drive it against his legs."”
Detchard replied with a savage
thrust. He all but had me,

“Come on! Come, on man!” I eried.
“*Come and share the fun!™

And the King laughed gleefully, and
came on, pushing his chair before him:
“With an oath Detchard skipped back.
and before T knew what he was doing
had turned his sword against the King.
He made one fierce cut at the King,
and the King, with =2 piteous cry,
dropped where he stood, The stout

ture in the corner leaped high in luna-|

bridge.

a loose whiter robe, her dark

wildly In the Mght of the torches,

at Rupert Hentzau. The ball miased
;:Imdn.nd struck the woodwork over my
ead.

“Falth, Madame,” laughed Rupert,
“had your eves been no more dead!y
than your shoetheg I had not been In
this ecrape—mnor: Black Michael in
hell-—to-night!™ -

Shoe took me motice of his words.
With a wonderfal effort she calmed
herself till she stood still and rigid.
Then, very siowly and deliberately, she
began to ra'se her arm again, taking
most careful aim.

He would be mad to risk ir. He must
rush on her, chancing the bullet, or
reireat toward me. I covered him with
my weapon.

He did neither. Before she had got
her aim he bowed In his most gracefu!
fashion, eried, "I can't kill where T'va
kissed,” and befare she or I could stop
him 1aid his hand on the parapet of
the bridge, and lightly leaped in‘o the
moat.

At the very moment 1 heard a rush
of feet, and a voice T knaw —Sapt's—
ery: “God! it's the Duke—7lend!” Then
I knew that the King needed me no
maore, and, throwing down my revolver,
I sprang out on the bridge. There wiu
i cry of wild wonder, “The King!™ snd
then I, like Rupert Hentzan, sword in

| hand, vanlied over ths patrapet, inient
him |

on finishing my quarrel with
where 1 saw his curly head 1h yards off
in the water of the moat,

He swam swiftly and oasily, 1 was
weary and half crippled with my
wounded arm. T could not gain un hiw.
For a time 1T made no sound, but 23 we

reanded the cormer of the ld keep 1
cried:

“Stop, Rupert, stop!™

I saw him look aver his shonlder,
but he swam o¢n. lie wns under the

bank now, searching, ar I guessed, for

a spot that he could elimb. 1 knew
there to be none—but there was my
rope, which would still be hanging
where I had left it, He would come
to where it was before I coulil. Per-
hapg he would miss [t—perhaps he
would find it; and if he drew It up

alter him he would get a gowml =tart of
me, 1 put forth all my remnining
strength and pressed on. At Inst 1

rufflan turned to face me again. Bo!
his own hand had prepared his da\-l
struction: for in turning he trod in}
the pool of blood that flowed from the
dead physician, He slipped; he foll,
Like a dart I was upon him. T caught
him by the throat, and before he could
recover himself T drove my blade
through his neck, and with n stifled
curse he fell across the body of his
victim.

Was the King dead? It was my
first thought. 1 rushed to where hoe
lay. Ave, It seemed o282 if he were desud,
for he had a great gnsh across the
forehead, and he lay still in o huddled
mass on the floor. 1 dropped on my
knees bheside him, and leaned my ear
down to hear if he breathed. But be-
fore 1 could, there was a lond rattle
from the outside, 1 knew the sound;
the drawbridge was being pushed out,
A momenl later it rang home agains:
the wall on my slde of the mont. 1

began to galn on him; for he, veou-
pred with  his  search, unconsclously
elackencd his pace.

Ah, he had found It' A low shout
ol trinmph ecame from him.
hold of it, and began o haul hireselt

hanging In midair, saw me; but 1 eonld
not reach him.

“Hulle! who's here?”
startled tones

For a moment T believe he woak me
for the King—I dare say 1 wag npale
encugh to lend color ty the thousht,
but an instant later he cried;

“Why, it's the play-actor! How ecame
you here, man?"

And =0 saving he gained the bank.

I laid hold of the rope, but 1 paused.
He stood on the bank, sword in hand,
and he could eut my head open or spit

ha ‘eried in

should be caught In a trap, and the|
King with me, if he yet llved., He must |
tinke his chance, to live or to die. T|
took my sword., and passed into the
outer room. Who were pushing th-"l
drawbridge out—my men? If so, alll
was well. My eye fell on the revolvers,
and 1 seized one, and ppused to listen
in the daoorway of the outer room. To
listen, say 1?7 Yes, and to get my
breath; and I tore my shirt and twisted
a strip of it round my bleeding arm, |
and stood lisiening nagain. 1 wonld
have given the world to hear Sapt's
volece. For I was faint. sapent. and

WE WERE SWORD TO SWORD.

ed low to himself, then he turned his
face to the wall, took a step in my di-
rection, and to my surprise began to
climb down the wall. In an instant 1
eaw that there must be steps in the
wall; it was plain., They were cut into
or affixed to the wall at intervals of
about 18 inches. Rupert set his foot
on the lower one. Then he placed his
gword between his teeth, turned round,
and noiselessly let himself down into
the water. Had it been a marter of my
life only I would have swam to meet
him. Dearly would I have loved to
fight it ~» with him then and there—
with steel, on a fine night and none to
come between us. But there was the
King! I restrained myself, but 1 could
not bridle my swift breathing, and 1
watched him with the intensest eager-
ness,

He swam leisurely and quictly across.
There were more fooidteps up on thse
other side, and he climbed th~m. When
he set foot in the gateway, standing on
the drawn-back bridge, he felt in his
pocket and took something out. T heard
him unlock the door. 1 could hear no
nolse of itg closing behind him. He
vanished from my sight.

Abandoning my ladder—I saw I did
not nesd it now—I swam to the side of
the bridge, and climbed halfway up the
steps. There I hung, with my sword in
my hand, listening eagerly. The Duke's
yoom was shuttered and dark. There
was a light in the window on the oppo-
site side of the bridge. Not a sound
broke the silence, till half-past 1
chimed from the great clock in the
towaer of the chateau.

There were other plots than mine
afoot in the castle that night.

XVIIL
The Forcing of the Trap.

The position wherein T stood does
nat appear very favorable to thought;

yet for the next moment or two 1
thought profoundly. I had, 1 told my-
gelf. scored one point. Be Rupert
Hentzauw's errand what it might, and

the villainy he was engaged on what
it would, 1 had scored one point, He
was on the other side of the moat from
the King, and it would be by no fault of
mine if ever he set fool on the =ame
gide agnin. I had three left to deal
with: two on guard and De Gautet in
hizs bed. Ah, if 1T had the keys! I
would have risked everything and at-
tacked Detchard and Bersonin before
their friends could join them. Bot 1
was powerless. T must walt tili the
coming of my friends enticed some one
to cross the bridge—some one with the
kevs. And 1 walted, as it seemed, for
half an hour, really for about five min-
utes, before the next act in the rapld
drama began.

Al was still on the other glde. The
Duke's room remained inscrutable he-
hind its shutters. The light burned
wteadily In Mme. de Maoban's window
Then | heard the faintest, faintest
sonnd; it came from behind the door
which led to the drawbridge on the
other side of the moat. It but just
reached my ear, yet I could not be mis-
taken as to what it was, It was made
by key belng turned very carefully
and slowly, Who was turning it? And
of whot room was it the key? There
leaped before my eyes the plcture of
young Rupert, with the key in one
hand, hi= sword in the other, and an
evil smrile on his face. But 1 d4id not
know wheat door it was, nor in which
of his favorlte pursuits young Rupert
was spending the hours of that night

I was soon to be c¢nlightened, for
the next moment—before my friends
could be near the chateau door—be-
fore Johann, the keeper, would have
thought to merve himself for his task—
theres was a sudden crash from the
room with the lighted window, 1t
pounded as though 2ome one had flung
down a lamp, and the window went
dark and black. At the same Instant
a cry rang out, shrill in the night:
“Help, help! Michael, help!” and was

Then I heard the clash of crossed
swords and a tramp of feet, and—I1
cannot tell the thing so quickly as it
happened, for all ssemed to come at
once. There was an angry cry from
Madame's room, the cry of a wounded
man; the window was flung open;
young Rupert stood there sword In
hand. He turned his back, and I saw
his body go forward to the lunge,

“Ah, Johann, there's one for you!
Come on, Michael]!""

Johann was there, then—come to th=
rescue of the Duke! How would he
open the door for me? For 1 feared
that Rupert had slain him.

*Help!" eried the Duke's voice, faint
and husky.

I heard a stir on the stailrs above
me; and I heard a stir down to my
right, in the direction of the King's
call. But before anything happened
on my slde of the moat I saw five or
six meéen round young Rupert in the
embrasure of Madame's window. Three
or four times he lunged with incom-
parable dash and dexterity. For an
instant they fell back, leaving a ring
round him. He leaped on the parapet
of the window, laughing as he leaped,
and waving his sword In his hand. He
was drunk with blood, and he laughed
again wildly as he flung himself head-
long into the moat.

What became of him then? I did
not see, for as he leaped De Gautet's
lean face looked out through the door
by me, and without a second’s hesita-
tion I struck at him with all the
strength God had given me, and he fell

dead in the doorway without a word
or a groan. I dropped on my knees by
him. Where were the keys? T found

myself muttering: “The keys, man, the
keys!™ as though he had been yvet alive
and could listen; and when 1 could not
find them I—God forgive me'—I be-
lieve T struck a dead man's face.

At Jast T had them. There were hut
three. Beizing the largest, I felt the
lock of the door that led to the eell.
I fitted In the key. It was right! The
lock turned. 1 drew the door closs
behind me and locked It as nolselessly
&8 I could, putting the key in my pock-
ot.

I found myself at the top of a flight
of stecp stone stairs, An oil lamp
burned dimly In the bracket. I took
it down and held it In my hand, and I
stood and lstened.

“What in the devil can
heard a voice say,

It came from behind a door that
faced me @t the bottom of the stairs.

And another answered:

“Shall we kill him?"”

I strained to hear the answer, and
could have sobbed with rellef when

it be? 1

Detchard’s wvoice came, grating and
cold:
“Walt a bit. There'll be trouble If

we strike too soon.”

There was a moment’s silence. Then
I heard the bolt of the door eautiously
drawn back. Instantly 1 put out the
lHght T held, replacing the lamp in the
bracket.

“I's dark—the
vou a light?' said
Bersonin's,

No doubt they had a light, but they
should not wse it. It was come to the
erigls now, and I rushed down the steps
and flung myself against the door. Ber-
#onin had unbolted it and It gave way
before me. The Belgiun stood there,
sword in hand, and Detchard was sit.
ting on.a couch at the side of the room,
In astonishment at secing me, Bersonin
recolled; Detchard jumped to his
sword. I rushed madly at the Belglan:
he guve way befora me, and 1 drove
him up against the wall, He was no
swordsman, though he fought bravely,
and in @ moment he lay on the floor
before me. I turned—Detchard was
not there. Falthful to his orders, he
had not risked a fight with me, but
had rushed straigh' ‘o the door of the
King's room, opened it, and slammed 1t
behind him. Even now he was at his
work Inside.

lamp's out, Have
the other wvoice—

followed by a shriek of utter terror.
¥ was tingling #n everv perve, 1

And surely he would have killed the
King, and perhaps me also, had it not

weary, And that wildeat, Rupert Hent-
=unn, was vet at large In the castle, Yaot,
hecanse T eould bétter defend the nar-
row doope at the top of the stairs than
the wider entrance to the room, 1
dragged myself up the steps, and stood
behind it, listening.

What was the sound? Agaln a
strange one for the place and the time.
An easy, scornful. merry lanech—the
laugh of young Ruperti Hentzaa! I
could scarcely believe that a sane man
would laugh. Yet the laugh told me
that my men had not come, for they
must have shot Rupert ere now if they
had come. And the clock struck half-
past 2! My God! The door had not
been opened! They had gone to the
bank! They had not found me'! They
had gone by mow back to Tarlenhelm,
with the naws of the King's death-—and
mine. Well, it would bs true before
they got there. Was not Rupert laugzh-
Ing In triumph?
For a moment
against the door.

T sank, unnerved,
Then I started up

alert again, for Rupert cried scorn-
fully:

“Well, the hridee I3 thers! Come
over it! And in God's nam#e, let's sen

Black Michael! Keep back, vou curs!
fichael, come and fight for her!”

If it were a three-cornered fight 1
might yet bear my part. I turned the
key in the door and looked out.

XIX,
Face to Face In the Forrest.

For a moment J could see nothing,
for the glare of lunterns and teorches
caunght me full in the eyes from the
other side of the bridge. But soon the
scene grew clear; £o4 it was a strange
scene. The bridge was In Iis place. At
the far end of it stood a group of the
Duke's servants; two or three carricd
the lights which had dazzled me, three
or four held pikes In rest. They were
huddied together; their weapons pro-
truded before them; thelr faces were
pale and agitated. To put it plainly,
they looked in as arrant a fright as 1
have seen men look, and they gazed
apprehensively at & man who stood in
the middle of the bridge, sword In
hand. Rupert HHentzau was in  his
trousers and shirt; the white linen was
gtained with blood; but his ensy, buoy-
ant pose told me that he was himself
either not touched at all or merely
seratched. There he stood, holding the
bridge against them, and daring them
to come on; or, rather, bidding them
and Black Michael to him; and they,
having no firecarms, cowered before the
desperate man and dared not attuack
him. They whispered to one another;
and In the backmos! rank 1 saw my
friend Johann, levning against the por-
tal of the door and stanching with a
handkerchief the hivoad which flowed
from a wound in his cheek.

By marvelous chance I was master.
The cravens would oppose me no more
than they dared attack Rupert. I had
but to ralse my revolver, and 1 sent
him to his account with his ging on his
head. He did not so much as know
that 1 was there. T did nothing—why,
I hardly know to this day. I had killed
one man stealthily that night, and an-
other by luck rather than skill—per-
haps It was that. Again, villain as the
man was, T did not relish being one of
a crowd against him—perhaps it was
that. But stronger than either of these
restraining fesllngs came a curiosity
and a fascination which held me spell-
bound, watching for the outcome of tht
scene.,

“Michael, you dog! Michael! If you
can stand, come on!" cried Rupert;
and he advanced a step, the group
shrinking back a little before him.
“Michael, you bastard! come on!”

The answer to his taunts came in
the wild ery of a woman:

“He's dead! My God, he's dead!”

“Dend!” shouted Rupert. I struck
better than I knew!" and he laughed
triumphantly. Then he went on:
“Down with your weapons there! I'm
your master now! Down with them,
1 say!™”

1 believe they would have obeyed
but as he spoke came new things, First,
there arcse a distant sound, as of
shouts and knockings from the other
side of the chateau. My heart leaped.
It must be my men, come by o happy
disobedience to seek me. The noise
continued, but none of the rest seemed
to heed it. Thelr attention was chained

by what now Leloca thale

eyes, The group of servants partodl
and a woman otaggered on to the it'= a liitle too hot!" sald he, and he
Antoinette de Mauban was [ujdisappeared from above me.
hair
streamed over he#r shoulders, her face danger, I lald my hand to the rope. I
was ghastly pale, and her eyes gleamed | WRS up.
Inining like a deer toward the shelter of
her shaking hand she held a revolver.!the forest.
and ae she tottered forward sghe fired| had chosen discretion for his part.

up. I was near enouzh to hsar him|
mutter: “How the devil comena this
here 2V I was at the rope, and he,

me¢ through the heart as 1 came up.
I l&t o the rope.

“Never mind,” sald I; “but as I'm
here 1 think T'H stay.™

He smiled down on me,

‘These women are the dence—" he
began, when suddenly the great bell |

of the castle began to ring furiously,|the moment there came a shout frnml
and a loud shout reached us from the | behind ns, and, looking round, I saw|

| Just
smiled again and waved hisjon a

monlt.
Rupert
hand to me.

| he earried a revolver in his hand.
'

“1 should like a turn with you, bué

In an instant, without thinking of

1 saw him 30 yvards off, run-

For once Rupert Hen!xm;
laid my feet to the ground and rushed
after him, calling to him to stand. He
would not. TUnwounded and vigorous,
he gained oen me at every step: but,
forgetiing everything in the world ex-
cept him and my thirst for his »lood,
I pressed on, and soon the deep shades
of the forest of Zenda engulfed us both,
pursued and pursuer.

It was 3 o'clock now, and day was
dawning, I was on a long, straight
grass avenue, and 100 yards ahead ran
yvoung Rupert, his curls waving in the
fresh breeze. 1 was weary and panting:
he looked over his shoulder and waved
his hand again to me. He was mock-~
ing me, for he saw he had the pace of
me. 1 was forced to pause for breath.
A moment Iater Rupert turned sharpiy
to the right and was lost from my
sight.

I thought all was over, and in deep
vexation sank on the ground. But I
wias up again directly, for a scream
rang through the forest—a woman's
scream.  Putting forth the last of my
strength, 1 ran on to the place where
he hind turned out of sight, and turn-
ing also, 1 saw him again. But alas!
I could not touch him. He was in the
act of lifting a girl down from her
horse; doubtless it was her scream
that I heard. She looked like a small
former's or & peasant's daughter, and
she carried a basket on her arm. Proh-
abhly she wa= on her way to the early
market at Zenda. Her horse was 2
stout, well-shaped animal. Master Ru-
pert lifted her down amid her shricks—

the sight of him frightened her; but
he treated her gently, lauzhed, kissed
her, and gave her money. Then he

jumped on the horse, sitting sideways
like a woman; and then he walted for
me. I, on my part, waited for him.
Presently he rode toward me, keep-
ing his distance, however, He lifted
up his hand, sayving:
“What did you in the castle?”

“T killed three of your friends,”
=ajd T.

“What! You got to the cells?”

Y e

“And the King?"
“He wes hurt by Detchard before T

killed Detchard, but I pray that he
ilves."
“You fonl!"” said Rupert pleasantly.

“One thing more T did."
“And what's that?"

“1 spared your life. I was behind

He latd| voun on the bridge, with a revolver in

my hand."”
“No?
fires!""
“Get off your horse,”
fight like & man.”
“Pefore a lady!™

Faith, I was between two

1 cried, "and

said he, pointing to

the girl. “Fle, your Majesty!”

Then In my rags, hardly knowing
what T did, T rushed at him. For a
moment he seemed to waver. Then

he reined his horse In and stood walt-
Ing for me. On I want in myv folly.
seized the bridle and I struck at him.
He parried and thrust at me. I fell
back a pace and rushed in at him
again: and thiz time T reached his face

nnd laid his cheek open pnd darted
hack before he could strike a.e. He
| #eemed almost mazed at the fierceness
of my attack: otherwise 1T think he
must have killed me. 1 sank on my
knee, panting, expecting him to ride
at me, And =0 he would have done,

or hoth of us would have died; but at

at the turn of the avenue A man
horse. He was riding hard, and
It

Il

was Fritz von Tarlenheim, my faithful
friend. Rupert saw him, and knew that
the game was up. He checked his rush
at me, and flung his leg over the sad-
dle, but yet for just a moment he
waited. Leaning forward, he tossed
his hair off his forehead and smiled,
and sald:

“Au revolr, Rudolf Rassendyll!™

Then, with his c¢heek streaming
hlood, but his lips laughing and his
body swaying with ease and grace, he
bowed to me, and he bowed to the
farm girl, who had drawn near in
trembling fascination; and he waved
his hand to Fritz, who was just within
range and let iy a shot at him. The
ball came nigh doing its work, for it
struck the sword he held, and he
dropped the sword with an oath, wring-
Ing his fingers, and clapped his heels
hard In his horse’'s belly, and rode
away at a gallop.

long avenue, riding as though he rode
for his pleasure and singing as he went,
for all there wuas that gash in his
l‘hk_‘r‘k.

Once again he turned to wave his
hand, and then the gloom of the thick-
ets swallowed him and he was lost
from our sight. Thus he vanished—
reckless and wary, graceful and grace-
less, handsome, debonair, vile and un-
congquered. And I flung my sword pas-
slonately on the ground and cried to
Fritz to ride after him. But Fritz
stopped his horse, and leaped down
and ran to me, and knelt, putting his
nrm about me, And indeed it was
time, for the wound that Detchard had
glven me was broken forth afresh, ana
my blood was staining the ground.

“Then give me the horse!™ 1 cried,
staggering to my feet and throwing his
arms off me, And the strength of my
rage crried me =0 fur as where the
horse stood, and then I fell prone be-

side it. And Fritz knelt by me again:
“Fritz!” T said,
“Aye, friend—dear friend!" =ald he,

tender as a woman.

“*Is the King alive?"

He took his handkerchief and wiped
my lips, and bent and kissed me on the
forehead.

“Thanks to the most gallant gentle-
man that lives,” sald he softly,
King is alive!"

The lttle. farm-girl stood by us,
weeping for fright and wide-eyed won-
der: for she had seen me at Zenda:
and was not I, pallid, dripping, foul
and bloody as [ was—wet was not I
the King? ) -

And when I heard that the King was
alive 1 strove to cry “Huarrah!” But I
could not speak, and T ‘laid my head
back in Fritz's arms and closed my
eves and groaned; and. then, lest Frita
should do me wrong In WS thmughts, T
opened my eves and tried fo say “Hur-
rah!"” again. But I ecould not. And
being very tired, and new very cold, 1
huddled myself clase up to Fritz, to get
the warmth of him, 2nd shut my eyes
ggaln and went to sleep.

(To be continued.)

— ———

The Army Chart.

Editor National Tribune: T received
the Army Chart that you _sent me, and
I am very much pleased with it. I will
have It framed and hung in my bed-
room, where I can see it until T am
commanded to answer the Tast *‘roll
call.,”—Robert Dougherty, Harrisburg,
Pa,

Prisonern of War.

Editor National Tribune: In order
to learn how time Is dealing with the
| civil war soldiers who were prisoners

and then and there, I doubt not, one,for a long time, I would ke to ask the

WINTER APPLES FOR SALE.

Raldwins and Elugw. Choice, selected app'es. Price
§2.25 per barrel, weked by haml. . Dellversd to
| frelght office on reesipt of Drafk ar Express Money
illﬂler. F. B. JOHNSON, G. D, Teledo, Ohlo.

And 1 watched him go down the|sases

“the

old boys to report through The Nationall
Tribune how long they were prisoners.
I was a member of Co. E, 36th Ohio.
I was a prisoner 585 days.—B. B. Aplin,
Chillicothe, Mo.

ECZEMA

Cured

50 Cent Box Free fo Any One—
No Money Required.

We want yon to try at oor ex e nes the newaxiornal.
absarbable skin cure, Zema-Salva, which has mads o
many wonslerful cures of acuts and chronic akin
We know what it can do, and are,
willlng to stand all the cost. We could not do this if
our e ¥ did not cure. Remember, youa (ry It free—
not one cent in advanca. If heiped, we expect 50
conta.

Zema-Salva b= In the natnre of an slntment and ls

Irilrrﬂlliy appli=d, It Is apos'tive cure for Fesemsy
|ln! akin disesses of ali Kinds, Tt works somewhat on
ths principle of a poultiee, drawing oot all the patson-
ous matler

1t henls from the inside, cleaning oot the sare, in.
steict of healing over the sore and Keeping the poison
sceflerad In the system,

Hundreds of cuires testify tonil we claim, Test o
and send for a haxof Zem —Salva tosiay to the Kirby
Chemlea! G, 2533 Kirhy RBlock, Gmad Haven, Mich.

I helped, sew) 50 centy If pol, we require you ooly
o write and say so.

.$l HEART REMEDY I HEE

Cardiani s & Flarmiess [(Tomeopathic Heart H
whose virtue In chronle stubhorn cases has the
mony of hondreds of hosorable men and women.
you are a sufferer we wiill make ¥You an absolote
uncondithonal present of & §1 hotile and W the
postage If you will take It There are (wo i
treatment In the tle. We bellere this ane
will do you more good thas all the medicine yog
have herstofore taken. There are no cooditions cote
nected with this offer. and If we cun’t prove oor medls
cine bs an et care we don’t want to sell you ond
penny's worth,

CARDIANI CHEMICAL €O, Ine..
63 Hain Nf.. Fast tinm

A Sreas

Diocorery DROPSY
CURED with vegetable
remiedies entirely harme
lews: remove all sympe
tomsof dropsy in 8 o 33
derw; 30 to S0 dayn effects
a permanent cure.  Trial
treatment fornished freg

/
THE BEST TRUSS MADE.

WORY DAY AND NIGHT. : : =
COMFORT AND RADICAL CURE,
This ts the only

Truss protected by U
Patents

Pad
safler st will. Warmntad to hold mﬂ-
ruptare with greatest comfort. Pensloners

Iaw can ohtain Inm tmes from the i~
Bend for (Uustrated cata’ogus (o Dept. T,
| MPG. €O.. 744 Broadway, New York.

SE

RE A HA

DSOME PREMIUM FREE.

Your choice of any cne of thre2 great War Books or an Army Chart with THE NATIONAL
TRIBUNE one year for $lI.

Offer good until November 15.

We had decided to withdraw all premiums the first of this month, but owing to the fact that we are sending out sample copies to a number
of veterans, we have decided to give them a chance to secure one of these handsome premiums on the same terms that we have offered these

premiums to our regular subscribers.

During the past vear THE NATIONAL TRIBUNE has been offering a number of very handsome premiums to its subscribers.

We have, therefore, extended this

offer to November 15,

y

We have given

away over 100,000 copies of ** Washington During War Time,” more than 50,000 Army Charts, more than 30,000 copies of ““ Capturing a

7

Locomotive,

and about 30,000 copies of *“ When and Where We Met Each Other.”

These premiums have involved heavy expense ; besides

the cost of the premiums, there has been spent in postage alone in delivering these premiums, upwards of $15,000. We have on hand a
number of copies of each of these premiums which we will offer, together with a year's subscription until November 15, when all premiums

will be withdrawn.

We intend to do away with the expense of premiums and make the paper much better.

We have always considered that THE NATIONAL

TRIBUNE alone was worth a dollar—during the coming year every subscriber will secure more than his dollar’s worth in the paper alon_e.
THE NATIONAL TRIBUNE has just moved into its new quarters at 519 13th Street, Northwest, in the business center of Washington and

near the principal hotels and the Executive Departments of the Government.

TRIBUNE better than ever before.

We intend to install new machinery and to make THE NATIONAL
In order to carry the expense of this improved machinery and better quality of paper we will use in printing

THE NATIONAL TRIBUNE, after the first of the year it may be necessary to increase the subscription price. We believe that you want the paper

during the coming year, and you can secure it together with a handsome premium by renewing now at the old price, One Dollar.

We feel that the premiums offered below are the very best that any publisher could offer.

After having sent out over 200,000 of these

books and charts we have received no complaints regarding the character of the premiums, and many thousands of those receiving these premiums
have written us expressing their entire satisfaction.
Premiums offered are as follows :

Capturing a Locomotive

A True History of the Most Thrilling and Romantic Secret Service of
the Late War.

By REV. WILLIAM PITTENGER,

One of the Actors In the Strange Scenes Described, and Later n Minister of
the Gospel.

The most thrilling episode of the war was without doubt the daring attempt
of a party of Gen. Mitchel's men to capture a locomotive In the heart of the
Ceonfederacy, and run a train north through Chattanosga, burning the bridges as
they went, to cripple the rebel transportation preliminary to an aggressive cam-
How the party succecded In gettlug possesston of the train,
subsequent chase north, the capture of the party, and the execution of
a part of the band and the escape of others is all graphleally teld by Pittenger
There I8 nothing else like it in print, and never ean
Everyone intercsted In the war should read it

This boelk, centmining nearly 350 pages, will be mailed, postpaid, together with
The National Tribane, for one year for $1.

Where and When We Met Each Ot’s7 on Shore
and Afloat.

This book giver every battle, engagement, skirmish, raid and expedition in
which vour regiment or vessel participated. This work was complled by Walter
C. Strickler, of Fhiladelphia, from official records on file in the War and Navy
Departments and from other authentic sources.
great conflict Inimuch shape that each item can readily be found—a splendid
souvenir for every soldier to leave to hls family and a convenient refercnce for
Mr. Strickler claims for his work that it contains double
the number of dates of any other llke work published.
ties, it contains valuable Information concerning each Army Corps and Naval
Much of this data has never before becn published In readily accessi-

palgn on our side.
and the

in this inimitable book.
be.

himself while living.

Squadron.
ble form.

This book, containing nearly 250 pages, will be mailed ther with
The National Tribune, for one year for $1. Lemoambei

Washington Duiiag War Times.

This book is printed on the very best book paper; in large clear type, and is
t half-tones made from wartime photographs
) These photnmg_hs and sketches were
secured only after much expense of time and labor.

fllustrated with about 50 excell

and sketches of the Natlon's Capital.

City just ax it anpeared in 1861 to 1866.

This Look, caiklzining over 200 es, will be mailed,
THE NATIONAL TRIBUNE, for 3::5 year on receipt of $1.

Illustrated.

It is a complete epitome of the

Besides the list of bat-

hey show the Capital
together with

Did You Serve in

The Army of the Potomae?
The Army of the James?

The
The
The
.The
The
The

Army of the Ohio?

Army of the Tennessce?
Army of the Cumberland?
Army of the Gulf?

with yvour service certified under seal.

Each Chart contains a careful eplto
Army and of its comnonent Corps.

bhattles and engagements. A great deal

fine, heavy paper, suitable for framing.

Armies of the Shenandoah and West \

it on your wall, or preserve it for others to do so.
fairly won, and every Union soldier owes it to hims«If and posterity to have ong
f these Charts, or more than one if he served in more than one army.

DESCRIPTION OF THE CHARTS.

i comparatively small space, where it can be read at a glance.
tone portraits of Army Commanders and Corps Commuanders set upon a beau-
tiful embellishment of the National Colors.

¢

ARMY CHARTS

H

Armies of the Trans-Mississippi?
(Sometimes known as the Army

of the Frontier.

IF YOU HAD THIS DISTINCTION
you should now get, by all means, a Chart of the Army in which you served,

You should frame this Chart and hang
It is a proud distinction,

me of the histories of that particular

Also, a chronology of its more important

of accurate history i eympressed Into
it has fine half-

It is printed artistically and upon

ORDER

to be sent postpald.
This offer is limited to November 15,1
be withdrawn,

INSTRUCTIONS: The subscriber sh
he wishes. Eszch subscriber is entitled
Army Chart is chiosen instead of book,

Washington During War Time.
Capturing a Locomolive,
Army Chart,

Name

Posloffice

PR ana e

State

N Y

Company......, Regiment ......

‘Address THE NATIONAL TRIBUNE, Washingion, 1. C.

BLANK.

Inclosed find $1 payment of a year's subscription to THE NATIONAL TRIB-
UNE and for the premium checked below.

EBoth book or Chart and paper are
906, after which date all premioms will

ould indieate with 2 ¥ which premium
to one of these books and one only. If
Eive company and regiment.

When “and Where W
ke e Met Each §

R |
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